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THE DONAGH— OR THE HORSESTEALERS. 

Carnnwre was one of those small villages that are to be found in the 
outskirts of many parishes in Ireland, whose distinct boundaries are 
lost in the contiguous mountain-wastes. This was situated at the foot 
of a deep gorge or pass, overhung by two bleak hills, from the naked 
sides of which the storm swept over it, without discomposing the peace- 
ful little nook of cabins that stood below. About a furlong farther 
down were two or three farm-houses, inhabited by a family named Cas- 
sidy — men of simple, inoffensive manners, and considerable wealth. 
They were, however, acute and wise in their generation — intelligent 
cattle-dealers^ on whom it would have been a matter of some difficulty 
to impose an unsound hone, or a cow older than was intimated by her 
horn-rings, even when conscientiously dressed up for sale by the inge- 
nious aid of the file or burning-iron. Between their houses and the 
hamlet, rose a conical pile of rocks loosely heaped together, from which 
the place took its name. 

About three years before the time mentioned in this story, there came 
two men with their families to reside in the upper village, and the house 
which they chose as a residence was one at some distance from those 
which composed the little group we have just been describing. They 
said their name was M eehan, although the general report went, that this 
was not true — that the name was an assumed one? — and that some dark 
mystery, which none could penetrate, shrouded their history and cha- 
racter. They "were certainly remarkable men. The elder, named 
Anthony, was a dark, black-browed person— stern in his manner, and 
atrociously cruel in his disposition. His £>rm was Herculean, his bones 
strong, and hard as iron, and his sinews stood out in undeniable evi- 
dence of a life hitherto spent in severe toil and exertion, to bear which 
he appeared, to an amazing degree, capable. His brother Denis was a 
small man, less savage and daring in his character, and certainly more 
timid, and cautious than Anthony ; for the points in which he resem- 
bled him were superinduced upon his natural disposition by the close 
connection that subsisted between them, and the identity of their 
former pursuits in life, which, beyond doubt, had been such as could 
not bear investigation. 

The old proverb of " birds of a feather flock together," is certainly a 
true one, and in this case it was once more verified. Before the arrival 
of these men in the village there had been five or six bad characters in the 
neighbourhood, whose delinquencies were pretty well known ; with these 
persons the strangers, by that sympathy which assimilates with congenial 
good or evil, soon became acquainted, although their intimacy was as 
secret and cautions as possible. Still it had been observed, and was 
known, for they had frequently been seen skulking together at day- 
break or in the dusk of evening. 

It is unnecessary to say, that Meehan and his brother did not mingle 
touch in the society of Carnmore ; for, in fact, the villagers and they 
mutually avoided each other. A mere return of the common phrases 
of salutation was generally the most that passed between them ; they 
never entered into that familiarity which leads to mutual intercourse, 
and justifies one neighbour in freely entering the cabin of another to 
spend a winter's night, or a summer's evening, in amusing conversation. 
No one had ever been in the house of the Meehans' since it became 
theirs : nor were the means of their subsistence known. They led an 
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idle life, had no scarcity of food, were decently clothed, and never 
wanted money—- circumstances which occasioned no small degree of con- 
jecture in Carmnore and its vicinity. Some said they lived by theft ; 
others that they were coiners ; and there were many who imagined, from 
the diabolical countenance of the elder brother, that he had sold himself 
to the devil, who, they affirmed, set his mark upon him, and was his 
paymaster. Upon this hypothesis several were ready to prove that he 
had neither breath nor shadow : they had seen him, they said, standing 
under a hedge-row of elder — that unholy tree which furnished wood for 
the cross, and on which Judas hanged himself — yet, although it was 
noon-day in the month of July, his person threw out no shadow. Wor- 
thy souls, because the man stood in the shade at the time ! But with 
these simple explanations superstition has nothing to do — although we 
are bound in justice to the reverend old lady to affirm, that she was 
kept exceedingly busy in Carnmore. If a man had a sick cow, she was 
elf-shot ; if his child got consumptive, it had been overlooked, or re- 
ceived a blast from the fairies ; if the hooping-cough was rife, all the 
afflicted children were put three times under an ass, or led before sun- 
rise, when they happened to have the " mumps," to a south running- 
stream, with a halter ominously about their necks, under an obligation 
of silence during the ceremony. In short, there could not possibly be a 
more superstitious spot than that which these men of mystery had se- 
lected for their residence. Another circumstance which caused the peo- 
ple to look upon them with additional dread, was their neglect of mass 
on Sundays and holidays, though they avowed themselves Roman Ca- 
tholics. They did not, it is true, join in the dances, drinking-matches, 
foot-ball, and other sports with which the Carnmore folk celebrated the 
Lord's-day ; but they scrupled not, on the other hand, to mend their 
garden-ditch, or mould a row of cabbages on the Sabbath, a circumstance 
for which two or three of the Carnmore boys were, one Sunday evening 
when tipsy, well-nigh chastising them. Their usual manner, however, 
of spending that day was by sauntering lazily about the fields, or 
stretching themselves supinely on the sunny side of the hedges, their 
arms thrust into their bosoms, and their hats lying over their faces to 
keep off the sun. 

In the meantime, loss of property was becoming quite common in the 
neighbourhood — sheep were stolen from the farmers, and cows and horses 
from the more extensive graziers in the parish. The complaints against 
the authors of these depredations were loud and incessant; watches were 
set, combinations for mutual security formed, and subscriptions to a 
considerable amount entered into, with a hope of being able, by the 
temptation of a large reward, to work upon the weakness or cupidity 
of some accomplice to betray the gang of villains who infested the 
neighbourhood. All, however, was in vain: every week brought some 
new act of plunder to light, from such unsuspecting persons as had hi- 
therto escaped the notice of the robbers ; but no trace could be disco- 
vered of the perpetrators. Although theft had from time to time been 
committed upon a small scale before the arrival of the Meehans in the 
village, yet it was undeniable that since that period the instances not 
only multiplied, but became of a more daring and extensive description. 
They arose in a gradual scale from the hen-roost to the stable ; and with 
such ability were they planned and executed, that the people, who in 
every instance identified Meehan and his brother with them, began to 
believe and hint that, in consequence of their compact with the devil, 
they had power to render themselves invisible. Common fame, who 
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can best treat such subjects, took up this, and never laid it aside until, 
by narrating several exploits which Meehan the elder was said to have 
performed in other parts of the kingdom, she wound it up by roundly 
informing the Carnmorians, that having been once taken prisoner for 
murder, he was caught by the leg, when half through a hedge, but 
that, being most wickedly determined to save his neck, he left the 
leg with the officer who took him, shouting out, that it was a new spe- 
cies of leg-bail ; and yet he moved away with surprising speed, upon 
two of as good legs as any man in his majesty's dominions might wish 
to walk off upon, from the insinuating advances of a bailiff or a con- 
stable. 

The family of the Meehans consisted of their wives and three children 
— two boys and a girl ; the former were the offspring of the younger 
brother, and the latter of Anthony. It has been observed, with truth 
and justice, that there is no man, how hardened and diabolical soever 
in his natural temper, who does not exhibit to some particular object a 
peculiar species of affection. Such a man was Anthony Meehan. That 
sullen hatred which he bore to human society, and that inherent depra- 
vity of heart which left the trail of vice and crime behind his foot- 
steps, were flung off his character when he addressed his daughter Anne. 
To him her voice was like music ; to her he was not the reckless ruffian, 
treacherous and cruel, which the helpless and unsuspecting found him ; 
but a parent as kind and indulgent as ever pressed an only and beloved 
daughter to his bosom. Anne was handsome ; had she been born and 
educated in an elevated rank of society she would have been softened 
by the polish and luxury of life into perfect beauty : she was, however, 
utterly without education. As Anne experienced from her father no 
unnatural cruelty, no harshness, nor even indifference, she consequently 
loved him in return, for she knew that tenderness from such a man was 
a proof of parental love rare to be found in life. Perhaps she loved notj 
her father the less on perceiving that he was proscribed by the world; a 
circumstance which might also have enhanced in his eyes the affection 
she bore him. When Meehan came to Carnmore she was sixteen, and as 
that was three years before the incident occurred on which we have 
founded this narrative, the reader may now suppose her to be about 
nineteen — an interesting country girl as to person, but with a mind com- 
pletely neglected, yet remarkable for an uncommon stock of good nature 
and credulity. 

One winter's night in the beginning of December, Meehan and his 
brother sat moodily at their hearth about the hour of eleven o'clock. 
The fire was of peat which had been recently put down, and from be- 
tween the turf the ruddy blaze was shooting out in those little tongues 
and gusts of sober light, which throw round the rural hearth one of those 
charms which make up the felicity of domestic life. The night was 
stormy, and the wind moaned in deep howlings along the dark hills be- 
neath which the cottage stood. Every object in the house was shrouded 
in a mellow shade, which gave to the eye a mere outline — except around 
the hearth alone, where the light cleared into a golden hue, giving the 
idea of calmness and peace. Anthony Meehan sat on one side of it, and 
his daughter opposite him, knitting — before the fire sat Denis, drawing 
shapes in the ashes for his own amusement. 

" Bless me," said he, " how strange it is !" 

" What is ?" inquired Anthony, in his deep and grating tones. 

" Why, thin, it is strange !" continued the other, who, despite of the 
severity of his brother, was remarkably superstitious — " a coffin I made 
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in the ashes three times runnin'. Isn't it very qnare, Anne?" he added, 
addressing the niece. 

" Strange enough of a sartinty," she replied, being unwilling to ex- 
press before her father the alarm which the incident, slight as it was, 
created in her mind ; for she, like her uncle, was subject to these ridi- 
culous influences. " How did it happen, uncle ?" 

" Why, thin, no way in life, Anne, only as I was thryin' to make a 
shoe, it turned out a coffin on my hands. I thin smoothed the ashes, 
and began agin — and sorra bit of it but was a coffin still. Well, says I, 
I'll give you another chance — here goes once more — and, as sure as 
gun's iron, it was a coffin the third time. Heaven be about us, it's odd 
enough !" 

" It would be littlp matther you were nailed down in a coffin," replied 
Anthony, fiercely, "the world would have little loss. What a pitiful, 
cowardly rascal you are ! afraid of your own shadow afther the sun goes 
down, except I'm at your elbow ! Can't you drive all them palavers 
out of your head — didn't the sargint tell us, and prove to us, the time 
we broke the guard-house, an' took Frinch lave o' the ridgment for 
good, that the whole o' that, and more along with it, is all priest- 
craft ?" 

" I remimber he did, sure enough : I dunna where the same sargint 
is now, Tony ? About no good, any way, I'll be bail. Howsomever, 
in regard o' that, why doesn't yourself give up fastin' from the mate of 
a Friday?" 

" Do you want me to stretch you on the hearth ?" replied the savage, 
whilst his eyes kindled into fury, and his grim visage darkened into a 
satanic expression. " I'll tache you to be puttin' me through my cate- 
chiz about atin' mate. I may manage that as I plase— it comes at first 
cost any how— but no cross-questions to me about it, if you regard your 
health!" 

"I must say for you," replied Denis, reproachfully, "that you're a 
good warrant to put the health asthray upon us of an odd start : we're 
not come to this time o' day without carryin' something to remimber you 
by. For my own part, Tony, I don't like such tokens ; an', moreover, 
I wish you had resaved a thrift 1 e o' larnin', espishily in the writin' line— 
for whenever we have any difference, you're so ready to prove your opi- 
nion by setting your mark upon rae, that I'd rather fifty times over 
you could write it with pen and ink." 

" My father will give up that, uncle," said the niece ; " its bad for 
any body to be fightin', but worst of all for brothers, that ought to 
live in peace and kindness. Won't you, father ?" 

" Maybe I will, dear, some o' those days, on your account, Anne ; 
but you must get this crathur of an uncle of yours to let me alone, an' 
not be aggravatin' me with his folly. As for your mother, she 's worse 
— her tongue's sharp enough to skin a flint, and a batin' a day has 
little effect on her." 

Anne sighed, for she knew how low an irreligious life, and the infa- 
mous society with which, as her father's wife, her mother was compelled 
to mingle, had degraded her. 

" Well, but father, you don't set her a good example, yourself," said 
Anne ; " and if she scolds and drinks now, you know she was a different 
woman when you got her — you allow this yourself; and the crathur, the 
dhrunkest time she is, doesn't she cry bittherly, remimberin' what she 
has been. Instead of one batin' a day, father, thry no batin' a day, an' 
maybe it'ill turn ont better than thumpin' an' smashin' her, as you do." 
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" Why, thin, there's thruth an' sinse in what the girl says, Tony," 
observed Denis. 

" Come," replied Anthony, " whatever she may say, I'll suffer none 

of your interference. Go and get us the black bottle from the place 

it"ill soon be time to move. I hope they won't stay too long." 

Denis obeyed this command with great readiness, for whiskey in some 
degree blunted the fierce passions of his brother, and deadened his cru- 
elty ; or rather diverted it from minor objects to those which occurred 
in the lawless perpetration of his villany. 

The bottle was got, and in the mean time the fire blazed up brightly ; 
the tempest without, however, did not abate, nor did Meehan and his 
brother wish that it should. As the elder of them .took the glass from 
the hands of the other, an air of savage pleasure blazed in his eyes, on 
reflecting that the tempest of the night was favourable to the perpe- 
tration of the villanous deed on which they were bent. 

" More power to you !" said Anthony, impiously personifying the 
tempest : " sure that's one proof that God doesn't throuble his head 
about what we do, or we would not get such a murdherin' fine night as 
is in it, any how — that's it ! blow an' tundher away, an' keep yourself 
an' us as black as hell, sooner than we should fail in what we intind. 
Anne, your health, acushla — yours, Dinny — if you keep your tongue off 
o' me, I'll neither make nor meddle in regard o' the batin' o' you." 

"I hope you'll stick to that, any how," replied Denis ; "for my part 
I'm sick an' sore of you every week in the year. Many another man 
would put salt wather between himself and yourself, sooner nor become 
a battin'-stone for you, as I have been. Few would bear it, when they 
could mend themselves." 

" What's that you say ?" replied Anthony, suddenly laying down his 
glass, catching his brother by the collar, and looking him with a mur- 
derous scowl in the face. " Is it thrachery you'd hint at — eh ? Sar- 
pent, is it thrachery you mane ?" and as he spoke he compressed Denis's 
neck between his powerful hands, until the other was black in the face. 

Anne flew to her uncle's assistance, and with much difficulty succeed- 
ed in rescuing him from the deadly gripe of her father, who exclaimed, 
as he loosed his hold, " You may thank the girl, or you'd not spake, 
nor dare to spake, about crossin' the salt wather, or lavin' me in a desate- 
ful way, agin. If I ever suspect that a thought of thrachery comes into 
your heart, I'll do for you — and you may carry your story to the world 
I'll send you to." 

" Father, dear, why are you so suspicious of my uncle ?" said Anne, 
" sure he's a long time livin' with you, an' goin' step for step in all the 
danger you meet with. If he had a mind to turn out a Judas agin 
you, he might do it long agone — not to mintion the throuble it would 
bring on his own head — seein' he's as deep in every thing as you are." 

"If that's all that's throubling you," replied Denis, trembling, 
" you may make yourself asy on the head of it ; but well I know 'tisn't 
thai that's on your mind ; 'tis your own conscience — but sure it's not fair 
nor rasonable for you to vint your evil thoughts on me !" 

" Well, he wont ;" said Anne, " he'll quit it — his mind's throubled ; 
an', dear knows, its no wondher it should. Och, I'd give the world 
wide that his conscience was lightened of the load that's upon it ! My 
mother's lameness is nothin' — but the child, poor thing — an' it was only 
within three days of her lyin'-in. Och, it was a cruel stroke, father ! 
An' when I seen its little innocent face, dead, an' me without a brother, 
I thought my heart would break, thinkin' upon who did it !" The tears 
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fell in showers from her eyes, as she added, " father, I don't want to vex 
you ; but I wish you to feel sorrow for that at laste. Oh, if you'd bring 
the priest, an' give up sich coorses, father dear, how happy we'd be — 
an' how happy yourself 'ud be !" 

Conscience for a moment started from her sleep, and uttered a Off of 
guilt in his spirit : his face became ghastly and his eyes full of horror ; 
his lips quivered ; and he was about to upbraid his daughter with more 
harshness than usual, when a low whistle, resembling that of a curlew, 
was given at a chink of the door. In a moment he gulped down another 
glass of spirits, and was on his feet : " Go, Denis, and get the arms," 
said he to his brother, " while I let them in." 

On opening the door, three men entered, having their great coats 
muffled and strapped about them, and their hats slouched. One of 
them, named Kenny/ was a short villain, but of a thick-set hairy frame. 
The other was known as " the Big Mower," in consequence of his 
following that employment every season, and of his great skill in per- 
forming it. He had a deep-rooted objection against permitting the 
palm of his hand to be seen — a reluctance which common fame attri- 
buted to the fact of his having received on that part the impress of a 
hot iron, in the shape of the letter T, not forgetting to add, that T was 
the hieroglyphic for Thief. The villain himself affirmed it was simply 
the mark of a cross, burned into into it by a blessed friar, as a charm 
against St. Vitus' dance, to which he said he had been subject. The 
people, however, were rather sceptical, not of the friar's power to cure 
that malady, but on the fact of his ever having moved a limb under 
it; and they concluded with telling him, good-humouredly enough, 
that notwithstanding the charm, he was destined to die " wid the 
thremble of it in his toe." The third was a noted pedlar, called Martin, 
who, under the guise of selling tape, pins, scissors, &c. was very useful 
in setting such premises as this virtuous fraternity might, without much 
risk, make a descent upon. 

" I thought yees would out-stay your time j" said the elder Meehan, 
relapsing into his determined hardihood of character, " we're ready, 
hours a-gone. Dick Rice gave me two curlew, an' two patrich-cails 
to-day. Now pass the glass among yees, while Denny brings the arms. 
I know there's danger in this business, in regard of the Cassidys livin' 
so near us. If I see any body afut, I'll use the curlew call ; an' if not, 
I'll whistle twice on the patrich one, an' yees may come an.- The horse 
is worth aighty guineas, if he's worth a shillin'; and we'll make sixty 
out of him ourselves." 

For some time they chatted upon the plan in contemplation, and 
drank freely of the spirits, until at length the impatience of the elder 
Meehan, at the delay of his brother, became ungovernable. His voice 
deepened into tones of savage passion, as he uttered a series of blasphe- 
mous curses against this unfortunate butt of his indignation and malig- 
nity. At length he rushed furiously to know why he did not return ; 
but, on reaching a secret excavation in the mound, against which the 
house was built, he found, to his utter dismay, that Denis was gone 
by an artificial passage which they had scooped out of it, in order to 
secure themselves a retreat, in case of surprise or detection. It opened 
behind the house among a clump of black-thorn and brushwood, and 
was covered with green turf in such a manner, as to escape the notice 
of all who were not acquainted with the secret. Meehan's face, on his 
return, was worked up into an expression truly awful. 

" We're sould;" said he, " but, stop— I'll tache the thraithur what 
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revingc is J" In a moment he awoke his brother's two sons, and dragged 
them by the neck, one in each hand, to the hearth. " Your villain of a 
father's off;" said he " to betray us — go, an' folley him — bring him 
back, an' he'll be safe from me ; but let him become a stag agin us, an', 
if (-should hunt you both into the bowels of the airth, I'll send yees 
to a short account. I dont care that" — and he snapped his fingers, 
" ha, ha — no ; I don't care that for the law — I know how to dale with it, 
when it comes ! An' what's the stuff about the other world, but priest- 
craft and lies !" 

" Maybe," said the Big Mower, " Denis is gone to get the fore-way 
of us, an' to take the horse himself. Our best plan is to lose no time, 
at all evints ; let us hurry, for fraid the night might happen to clear up." 

" He I" said Meehan, " he go alone ! No; the ^miserable wretch is 
afeard of his own shadow — I only wondher he stuck to me so long : 
but, sure he wouldn't, only I bate the courage in, and the fear out, 
of him : — you're right, Brian," he added, " let us lose no time, but be 
off. Do yees mind ?" he added to his nephews, " did yees hear me ? if 
you see him, let him come back, an' all will be berrid ; but, if he doesn't, 
you know your fate ;" saying which, he and his accomplices departed 
amid the howling of the storm. 

The next morning, Carnmore, and indeed the whole parish, was in an 
uproar; a horse, worth eighty guineas, had been stolen in the most 
daring manner from the Cassidys, and the hue-and-cry was up after the 
thief or thieves who took him. For several days the search was closely 
maintained, but without success ; not the slightest trace could be found of 
him or them. The Cassidys could very well bear to lose him ; but there 
were many struggling farmers, on whose property serious depredations 
had been committed, who could not sustain their loss so readily. It 
was natural, under these circumstances, that suspicion should attach to 
many persons, some of whom had but indifferent characters before, as 
well as to several who stood high as men of honesty and good report. 
When a fortnight or so had elapsed, and no circumstances transpired 
that might lead to discovery, the neighbours, including those who had 
principally suffered by the robberies, determined to assemble upon a 
certain day at Cassidy's house, for the purpose of clearing themselves, 
on oath, of the imputations thrown out against some of them, as accom- 
plices in the thefts. In order, however, that the ceremony should be 
performed as solemnly as possible, they determined to send for Father 
Kennedy, the parish priest, and a Mr. Davidson, a magistrate, whom 
they requested to undertake the task of jointly presiding upon this 
occasion ; and, that the circumstance should have every publicity, it was 
announced from the. altar by the priest, on the preceding Sabbath, and 
published on the church-door in large legible characters, ingeniously 
printed with a pen by the village schoolmaster. In fact, the intended 
meeting, and the object of it, were, already notorious; and much 
conversation was held upon its probable result, and the measures which 
might be taken against those who should refuse to swear. Of the latter 
description, there was but one opinion, which was, that their refusal in 
such a solemn case would be tantamount to guilt. The innocent were 
anxious to vindicate themselves from suspicion ; and, as the suspected 
did not amount to more than a dozen, of course the whole body of the 
people — including the thieves themselves, who applauded it as loudly 
as the others — all expressed their satisfaction at the measures about to be 
adopted. A day was therefore appointed, on which the inhabitants of 
the neighbourhood, particularly the suspected persons, should come to 
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assemble at Cassidy's house, in order to hare the characters of the 
innocent cleared up, and the guilty known. 

Having now brought on the narrative to the evening before the inves- 
tigation, we will once more conduct our readers to the inside of Meehan's 
cottage, where the elder Meehan, and the rest of the gang, are assem- 
bled, including Denis, who absconded on the night of the theft. 

" Well, well, Denny," said Anthony, who forced his rugged nature 
into an appearance of better temper, that he might strengthen the timid 
spirit of his brother against the scrutiny about to take place on the mor- 
row — perhaps, too, he dreaded him — " Well, well, Denny, I thought, 
sure enough, that it was some new piece of cowardice came over you. — 
Just think of him," he added, with a dark hoarse laugh, " shabbin' off, 
only because he madfi.,.with a bit of a rod, three strokes in the ashes 
that he thought resembled a coffin ! — ha, ha, ha !" 

This produced a peal of derision at Denis's pusillanimous terror. 
" Ay !" said the Big Mower, " he was makin' a coffin, was he ? I 
wondher it wasn't a rope you drew, Denny. If any here dies in the 
coil, it will be the greatest coward, an' that's yourself." 

" You may all laugh," replied Denis, " but I know such things to 
have a manin'. When my mother died, didn't my father — the heavens 
be his bed ! — see a black coach about a week before it ? an' sure, from 
the first day she tuck ill, the dead-watch was heard in the house every 
night } an' what was more nor that, she kept tcarm until she went into 
her grave — an', accordingly, didn't my sister Shibby die within a year 
afther?" 

" It's no matter about thim things," replied Anthony ; fit's thruth 
about the dead-watch, my mother keepin' warm, an' Shibby's death, any 
way. But on the night we tuck Cassidy's horse, I thought you were 
gone to betray us : I was surely in a murdherin' passion, and would 
have done harm, only things turned out as they did." 

" Why," said Denis, " the thruth is, I was afeard some of us would 
be shot, an' that the lot would fall on myself; for the coffin, thinks I, 
was sent as a warnin'. How-and-ever, I spied about Cassidy's stable, 
till I seen that the coast was clear, so whin I heard the low cry of the 
patrich that Anthony and I agreed on, I joined yees." 

" Well, about to-morrow," observed Kenny — " ha, ha, ha ! — there'ill 
be lots o' swearin' — why the whole parish is to switch the primer : 
many a thumb and eoat-cuff will be kissed in spite of priest and magis- 
trate. I remimber once, when I was swearin' an alibi for long Paddy 
Murray, that suffered for the M'Gees, I kissed my thumb, I thought, 
so smoothly, that no one would notish it ; but I had a keen one to dale 
with — so says he, 'you know for the matther o' that, my good fellow, 
you have your thumb to kiss every day in the week, but you might 
salute the book out o' dacency an' good manners ; not,' says he, ' that 
you an' it are strangers aither — for, if I don't mistake you live com- 
fortably by swearin' alibis.' At all evints, I had to smack the book 
itself — and it's I, and Barney Green, and Tim Casserly, that did swear 
stifly for Paddy — but the thing was too clear agin bim. So he suffered, 
poor fellow ,_ an' died right game, for he said over his dhrop — ha, ha, ha 
— that he was as innocent o' the murdher as the child unborn — an' so 
he was in one sinse. 

" As to thumb-kissin'," observed the elder Meehan, " let- there be 
none of it among us to-morrow ; if we're caught at it 'twould be as bad 
as stayin' away altogether : for my part, I'll give it a smack like a pis- 
tol shot — ha ,ha, ha !'* 
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" I hope they won't bring the priest's book," said Denis. " I haven't 
the laste objection agin payin' my respects to the magistrate's paper — 
but somehow I don't like tastin' the priest's in a falsity." 

" Don't you know," said the Big Mower, " that whin a magistrate's 
preselit, its ever an' always the Tistament by law that's used. I myself 
wouldn't kiss the mass-book in a falsity." 

" There's none of us sayin' we'd do it in a lie," said the elder Mee- 
han ; " an' its well for thousands that the law doesn't use the priest's 
book — though, afther all, aren't there books that say religion's all a 
sham. I think myself it is ; for if what they talk about justice an' pro- 
vidence is thrue, would Tom Dillon be thransported for the robbery 
we committed at Bantry ? Tom, its thrue, was an ould offender — but he 
was innocent of that, any way. The world's all chance, boys, as sargint 
Eustace used to say, an' whin we die there's no more about us ; so that 
I don't see why a man mightn't as well switch the priest's book as any 
other, only that, somehow, a body can't shake the terror of it off o' 
them." 

" I dunna, Anthony, but you an' I ought to curse that sargint ; only 
for him we mightn't be as we are, sore in our conscience, an' afeard of 
every fut we hear passin'," observed Denis. 

" Spake for your own cowardly heart, man alive," replied Anthony ; 
" for my part, I'm afeard of nothin'. Put round the glass, and don't 
be nursin' it there all night. Here's long life to our friends, the gra- 
ziers. Sure we're not so bad as the rot among the sheep, nor the black- 
leg among the bullocks, nor the staggers among the horses, any how — 
an' yet they'd hang us up only for bein' fond of a bit o' mate — ha, ha, 
ha!" 

" Thrue enough," said the Big Mower, philosophising — " God made 
the beef an' the mutton, and the grass to feed it — but it was man made 
the ditches ; now we're only bringin' things back to the right way that 
Providence made them in, when ould times were in it — meanin' before 
the ditches war made — ha, ha, ha !" 

"'Tisagood argument," observed Kenny, "only that jidge and 
jury would be a little delicate in acting up to it — an' the more's the 
pity. Howsomever, as Providence made the mutton, sure it's no harm 
for us to take what he sends." 

"Ay j but," said Denis, 

" ' God made man, an' man made money ; 
God made bees, an 1 bees made honey ; 
God made Satan, an* Satan made sin ; 
An' God made a hole to put Satan in.' 

Let nobody say there's not a hell — isn't there it plain from Scripthur ?" 
" I wish you had Scripthur tied about your neck !" replied Anthony 
■ — " how fond of it one o' the greatest thieves that ever missed the rope 
is ! Why the fellow could plan a roguery with any man that ever danced 
the hangman's hornpipe, an' yit he be's repatin' bits an' scraps of ould 
prayers, an' charms, an' stuff. Ay, indeed — sure he has a varse out o' 
the Bible, that he thinks can prevint a man from bein' hung up any 
day !" 

While Kenny, the Big Mower, and the two Meehans were thus en- 
gaged in giving expression to their peculiar opinions, the Pedlar held a 
conversation of a different kind with Anne. 

With the secrets of the family in his keeping, he commenced a rather 
penitent review of his own life, and expressed his intention of abandon- 
ing so dangerous a mode of accumulating wealth. He said he thanked 

5 M 
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heaven that he had already laid up sufficient for the wants of a reasonable 
man ; that he understood farming and the management of sheep parti- 
cularly well ; that it was his intention to remove to a different part of 
the kingdom, and take a farm ; and that nothing prevented him from 
having done this before, hut the want of a helpmate to take care of his 
establishment; that his present wife was of an intolerable temper, and 
a greater villain by fifty degrees than himself. He concluded by saying, 
that his conscience twitched him night and day for living with her, and 
that by abandoning her immediately, becoming truly religious, and tak- 
ing Anne in her place, he hoped, he said, to atone in some measure for 
his former errors. 

Anthony, however, having noticed the earnestness which marked the 
Pedlar's manner, suspected him of attempting to corrupt the principles 
of his daughter, having forgot the influence which his own opinions were 
calculated to produce upon her heart. 

" Martin," said he, " 'twould be as well you ped attintion to what 
we're sayin' in regard o' the trial to-morrow, as to be palaverin' talk into 
the girl's ear that can't be good comin' from your lips. Quit it, I say, 
quit it — corp an duowol — I won't allow such proceeding \" 

" Swear till you blister your lips, man alive," replied Martin ; " as for 
me, bein' no residenthur, I'm not bound to it — an', what's more, I'm not 
suspected. 'Tis settin' some other bit o' work for yees I'll be, while you're 
all clearin' yourselves from stealin' honest Cassidy's horse. I wish we 
had him safely disposed of in the mane time, an' the money for him an' 
the other beasts in our pockets." 

The next morning, before the hour appointed arrived, the parish, par- 
ticularly the neighbourhood of Carnmore, was struck as with a paralysis 
of dismay. Labour became suspended, mirth disappeared, and every 
face was marked with paleness, anxiety, and apprehension. If two men 
met, one shook his head mysteriously, and inquired from the other, 
" Did you hear the news ?" 

" Ay ! ay ! the Lord be about us ! I did : an' I pray God it may 
lave the counthry as it came to it !" 

" Oh, an' that it may, I humbly make sufflication this day !" 

If two women met, it was with similar mystery and fear : " Vread, 
do you know what's at the Cassidys ?" 

" Whisht, a-hagur, I do ; but let what will happen, sure it's best for us 
to say nothin'." 

" Say ! the blessed Virgin forbid ! I'd cut my hand off o' me, afore 
I'd spake a word more about it— only that" 

" Whisht ! woman — for mercy's sake — don't " 

And so they would separate, each crossing herself devoutly. 

The meeting at Cassidy's was to take place that day at twelve o'clock ; 
but, about two hours before the appointed time, Anne, who had been in 
some of the other houses, came into her father's, quite pale, breath- 
less, and trembling. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, with clasped hands, whilst the tears fell fast from 
her eyes " we'll be lost — ruined—did yees hear what's in the neighbour- 
hood with the Cassidys ?" 

" Girl," said the father, with more severity than he had ever mani- 
fested to her before, " I never yet ris my hand to you, but, ma corp 
an duowol, if you open your lips, I'M fell you where you stand. Do you 
want that cowardly uncle of your's to be the manes of hangin' your 
father ? Maybe that was one of the lessons Martin gave you last night ?" 
And as he spoke, he knit his brows at her with that murderous scowl 
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which was habitual to him. The girl trembled, and began to think, that 
since her father's temper deepened in domestic outrage and violence as 
his crimes multiplied, the sooner she left the family the better. Every 
day, indeed, diminished that species of instinctive affection which she 
had entertained towards him ; and this, in proportion as her reason 
ripened into a capacity for comprehending the dark materials of which 
his character was composed. Whether he himself began to consider 
detection at hand, or not, we cannot say ; but it is certain, that his con- 
duct was marked with a callous recklessness of spirit, which increased 
in atrocity to such a degree, that even his daughter could only not look 
on him with disgust. 

" What's the matther, now ?" inquired Denis, with alarm — " is it 
any thing about us, Antony ?" „ 

" No ; 'tisn't," replied the other, " any thing about us ! What 'ud 
it be about us for ? 'Tis a lyin' report that some cunnin' knave spread, 
hopin' to find out the guilty. But, hear me, Denis, once for all — we're 
goin' to clear ourselves — now listen — an' let my words sink deep into 
your heart : if you refuse to swear this day — no matther what's put 
into your hand — you'll do harm — that's all : have courage, man ; but 
should you cow, your coorse will be short : an' mark, even if you escape 
me, your sons won't — I have it all planned — an' corp an duowol, thim 
you won't know from Adam will revinge me, if I'm taken up through 
your unmanliness." 

" 'T would be betther for us to lave the counthry," said Anne, " we 
might slip away as it is." 

" Ay," said the father, " an' be taken by the neck afore we'd get 
two miles from the place — no, no, girsha — 'tis the safest way to brazen 
them out. Did you hear me, Denis i" 

Denis started ; for he had been evidently pondering on the mysterious 
words of Anne, to which the brother's anxiety to conceal them, gave 
additional mystery. The coffin too, recurred to him, and he feared that 
the death shadowed out by it, would in some manner or other occur in 
the family. He was, in fact, one of those miserable villains, with but 
half a conscience — that is to say, as much as makes them the slaves of 
that fear which results from crime, without being the slightest impe- 
diment to their committing it. It was no wonder he started at the 
deep pervading tones of his brother's voice ; for the question was put with 
ferocious energy. 

On starting, he looked with vague terror on his brother, fearing, but 
not comprehending, his question. " What is it, Antony ?" he inquired. 

" Oh, for that matther," replied the other, " nothin' at all — think of 
what I said to you, anyhow — swear through thick an' thin, if yon have a 
regard for your own health, or for your childer. Maybe I had betther 
repate it agin for you," he continued, eying him with mingled hatred 
and suspicion. " Denis, as a friend, I bid yon mind yourself this day, 
an' see you don't bring either of us into throuble." 

There lay before the Cassidys' houses a small flat of common, trodden 
into rings by the young horses they were in the habit of training. On 
this level space were assembled those who came, either to clear their 
own character from suspicion, or to witness the ceremony. The day was 
dark and louring, and heavy clouds rolled slowly across the peaks of the 
surrounding mountains ; scarcely a breath of air could be felt ; and as 
the country people silently approached, such was the closeness of the 
day, their haste to arrive in time, and their general anxiety, either for 
themselves or their friends, that almost every man, on reaching the spot, 
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might be seen taking up the skirt of bis " cothamore," or big coat, (the 

Feasant's handkerchief) to wipe the perspiration from his brow ; and as 
e took off his dingy woollen hat, or caubeen, the smoke rose in strong 
exhalations from his head. 

"Michael, am I in time ?" might be heard from such persons, as they 
arrived. " Did this business begin yet ?" 

" Full time, Larry, myself 's here an hour agone, but no appearance 
of any thing as yet. Father Farrell and Square Nicholson are both in 
Cassidy's, waitin' till they're all pother, whin they'll begin to put them 
through their facins. You hard about what they've got ?" 

" No j for I'm only on my way home from the berril of a eleaveen of 
nine, that we put down this mornin' in Tullyard— what is it ?" 

" Why, man alive, its through the whole parish inready" — he then 
went on, lowering HB voice to a whisper, and speaking in a tone almost 
bordering on dismay. 

The other crossed himself, and betrayed symptoms of awe and aston- 
ishment, not unmingled with fear. '* Well," he replied, " I dunna 
whether I'd come here, if I had known that j for innocent or guilty, I 
wouldn't wish to be near it. Och, may God pity them that's to come 
acrass it — espishily if they dare to do it in a he !" 

" They needn't, I can tell yees both," observed a third person, " be 
a hair afeard of it, for the best rason livin', that there's no thruth at all 
in the report ; nor the Cassidys never thought of sendin' for any thing 
o* the kind — I have it from Larry Cassidy's own lips — an' he ought to 
know best." 

The truth is, that two reports were current among the crowd ; one, that 
the oath was to be simply on the Bible, and the other, that a more awful 
means of expurgation was resorted to by the Cassidys. The people, 
consequently, not knowing which to credit, felt that most painful of all 
sensations, uncertainty. 

During the period which intervened between their assembling, and 
the commencement of the ceremony, a spectator, interested in contem- 
plating the workings of human nature in circumstances of deep interest, 
would have had ample scope for contemplation. The occasion was to 
them a solemn one. There was little conversation among them ; for 
when a man is wound up to a pitch of great interest, he is seldom dis- 
posed to relish society. Every brow was anxious, every cheek blanched, 
and every arm folded; they scarcely stirred ; or, when they -did, only 
with slow abstracted movements, rather mechanical than voluntary. If 
an individual made his appearance about Cassidy's door, a sluggish stir 
among them was visible, and a low murmur of a peculiar character might 
be heard ; but on perceiving that it was only some ordinary person, all 
subsided again into a brooding stillness that was equally singular and 
impressive. 

Under this peculiar feeling was the multitude, when Meehan and his 
brother were seen approaching it from their own house. The elder, with 
folded arms, and hat hanging over his brows, stalked grimly forward, 
having that remarkable scowl upon his face, which had contributed to 
establish for him so diabolical a character. Denis walked by his side, 
with his countenance strained to inflation, a miserable parody of the 
sullen effrontery which marked the unshrinking miscreant beside him. 
He had not heard of the ordeal, owing to the caution of Anthony; but 
notwithstanding his effort at indifference, a keen eye might hav«-observed 
the latent anxiety of a man who was habitually villanous, and naturally 
timid. 
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When this pair entered the crowd, a few secret glances, too rapid to 
be noticed by the people, passed between them and their accomplices. 
Denis, on seeing them present, took fresh courage, and looked with the 
heroism of a blusterer upon those who stood about him, especially 
whenever he found himself under the scrutinizing eye of his brother. 
Such was the horror and detestation in which they -were held, that on 
advancing into the assembly, the persons on each side turned away, and 
openly avoided them : eyes full of fierce hatred were bent on them vindit- 
tively, and " curses, not loud, but deep," were muttered with an indig- 
nation which nothing but a divided state of feeling could repress within 
due limits. Every glance, however, was paid back by Anthony fith 
interest, from eyes and black shaggy brows tremendously ferocisus ; 
and his curses, as they rolled up half-smothered, from his huge chest, 
were deeper and more diabolical by far than their own : he even jeered 
at them ; but, however disgusting his frown, there was something truly 
appalling in the dark gleam of his scoff, which threw them at an 
immeasurable distance behind him, in the art of displaying on the 
countenance the worst of human passions. 

At length, Mr. Nicholson, Father Farrell, and his curate, attended 
by the Cassidys and their friends, issued from the house : two or three 
servants preceded them, bearing a table and chairs for the magistrate 
and priests, who, however, stood during the ceremony. When they 
entered one of the rings before alluded to, the table and chairs were 
placed in the centre of it, and Father Farrell, as possessing most influ- 
ence over the people, addressed them very impressively. 

" There are," said he, in conclusion, " persons in this crowd whom we 
know to be guilty ; but we will have an opportunity of now witnessing 
the lengths to which crime, long indulged in, can carry them. To such 
persons I would say, beware — as they know not the situation in which 
they are placed." 

During all this time there was not the slightest allusion made to the 
mysterious ordeal which had excited so much dismay and apprehension 
among them — a circumstance which occasioned many a pale, downcast 
face to clear up, and re-assume its usual cheerful expression. The 
crowd were now placed around the ring, and every man on whom an 
imputation had been fastened came forward, when called upon, to the 
table, at which the priests and magistrate stood uncovered. The form of 
the oath was framed by the two priests, who, as they knew the reserva- 
tions and evasions commonest among such characters, had ingeniously 
contrived not to leave a single loop-hole for the consciences of those who 
belonged to this worthy fraternity. 

There was nothing particularly remarkable in the swearing. Indeed, 
one who stood among the crowd might hear from those who were sta- 
tioned at the greatest distance from the table, such questions as the fol- 
lowing : — 

" Is the thing in it, Art ?" 

" No — 'tis nothin' but the Law Bible — the magistrate's own one." 

To which the querist would reply, with a satisfied nod of the head, 
"Oh, is that all f I hard they war to have if." On which he would 
push himself stoutly through the crowd until he reached the table, where 
he took his oath as readily as another. 

" Jem Hartigan," said the magistrate, " are you to swear ?" 

" Fahc, myself doesn't know, your honour ; only that I hard them say 
that die Cassidys mintioned our names along with many other honest 
people ; an' one would'nt, in that cate, lie undher a false report, your 
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honour, from any one, when we're as dear as them that never saw the 
light of any thing sf the kind." 

The magistrate then pat the book into his hand, and Jem, in return, 
fixed his eye, with much apparent innocence, on his face : " Now, Jem 
Hartigan," See. Set. and the oath was accordingly administered. Jem 
put the book to his mouth, with his thumb raised to an acute angle on 
the back of it ; nor was the smack by any means a silent one which he 
gave it, (his thumb.) 

The magistrate -set his ear with the air of a man who had experience 
in discriminating such sounds. " I say, Hartigan," said he, " you'll kiss 
the book, Sir, if you please — there's a hollowness in that smack, Sir, 
wfaioh can't escape me." 

" Not kiss it, your honour? why, by this staff in my hand, if ever a 
man kissed" 

" Silence, von impostor," said the curate ; "I watched you closely, 
and am confident your lips never touched the book." 

" My lips never touched the book ! — why, you know I'd be sorry to 
conthradict either of you '; but I was jist goin' to obsarve, wid simmis- 
sion, that my own lips ought to know best, an' don't you hear them tel- 
lin* you that they did kiss it :" and he grinned with confidence in their 
faces. 

" You double-dealing reprobate," said the parish priest, " I'll lay 
my whip across your jaws. I saw you, too, an' you didn't kiss the 
book." 

" By dad, an' maybe I did not, sure enough," he replied — " any man 
may make a mistake unknownst to himself ; but I'd give my oath, an' be 
the five crosses, I kissed it as sure as— — however, a good thing's never 
the worse ©' bein' twice done, jintlemen — so here goes, jist to satisfy 
you ;" and placing the book near his mouth, and altering his position a 
little, he appeared to comply — though, on the contrary, he touched nei- 
ther it nor his thumb. " It's the same thing to me," he continued, 
laying down the book with an air of confident assurance'—" It's the same 
thing to me if I kissed it fifty times over, which I'm ready to do if that 
doesn't satisfy yees." 

According as every man acquitted himself of the charges brought 
against him, the curate took down his name ; indeed, before the " clear- 
ing" commenced, he requested that such as were to swear would stand 
together within the ring, that, after having sworn, he might hand each 
of them a certificate of the fact, which they appeared to think might 
be serviceable to them, should they happen to be subsequently indicted 
for the same crime in a court of justice. 

The detections of thumb-kissing were received by those who had al- 
ready sworn, and by many in the outward crowd, with much mirth. It 
is but justice, however, to the generality of those assembled to state, 
that they appeared to entertain a serious opinion of the nature of the 
ceremony, and no small degree of abhorrence against those who seemed 
to trifle with the solemnity of an oath. 

Standing on the edge of the -circle, in the innermost row, were 
Meehan and his brother. The former eyed with all the hardness of a 
Stoic, the 8uccessive_individual8, as they passed up to the table. His 
accomplices had gone forward, and to the surprise of many who «trongly 
suspected them, in the most indifferent manner " cleared" themselves 
in the trying words of the oath, of all knowledge and participation of 
the thefts that had taken place. 

The grim visage of the elder Meehan was marked by a dark smile, 
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scarcely perceptible; but his brother, whose nerves were not so firm, 
appeared somewhat confused and distracted by the imperturbable vif« 
lainy of the perjurers. 

At length they were called up. Anthony advanced slowly, but col-, 
lectedly, to the table, only turning his eye slightly about, to observe 
if his brother accompanied him. " Denis," said he, " which of us 
will swear first? you may;" for as he doubted his brother's firmness, 
he was prudent enough, should he fail, to guard against having the sin 
of perjury to answer for, along with those demands which his country 
had to make for his other crimes. Denis took the book, and cast a 
slight glance at his brother, as if for encouragement ; their eyes met, 
and the darkened brow of Anthony hinted at the danger of flinching in 
this crisis. The tremor of his hand was not perhaps visible to any but 
Anthony, who, however, did not overlook this circumstance. Denis 
held the book, but raised not his eye to meet the looks of either the 
magistrate or the priests ; the colour also left his face, as with shrink- 
ing lips he touched the word of God in deliberate falsehood. Having 
laid it down, and joined those who had already sworn, Anthony took it 
up with a firm grasp ; and whilst his eye turned boldly in contemptuous 
mockery upon those who administered it, he impressed it with the kiss of 
a man whose depraved conscience seemed to goad him only to evil. 
Having " cleared" himself, he laid the book upon the table with the 
affected air of a person who felt hurt at the imputation of theft, and 
joined the rest with a frown upon his countenance, and a smothered curse 
upon his lips. 

Just at this moment, a person from Cassidy's laid upon the table a 
small box covered with black cloth ; and our readers will be surprised 
to hear, that if fire had come down visibly from heaven, greater awe and 
fear could not be struck into their hearts or impressed upon their conn, 
tenances. The casual conversation, and the commentaries upon the 
ceremony they had witnessed, instantly settled into a most profound 
silence, and every eye was turned towards it with an interest absolutely 
fearful. 

" Let," said the curate, " none of those who have sworn depart from 
within the ring, until they once more clear themselves upon this"-~and 
as he spoke, he held it up — " behold 1" said he, " and tremble— rbehold 
Tub Dojugh ! ! !" 

A low cry of affright and astonishment burst from the people in gene- 
ral, whilst those within the ring, who were the worst characters in the 
parish, appeared ready to sink into the earth. Their countenances, for 
the most part, darkened into the condemned hue of guilt ; from many 
of them the perspiration began to pour in large drops ; and altogether, 
the state of trepidation and terror in which they stood, was strikingly 
singular and impressive. 

The curate proceeded : " Let him now who is guilty, depart ; or, if 
he wishes, advance, and challenge the awful penalty annexed to perjury 
upon this ! Who has ever been known to swear falsely upon the Do- 
nagh, without being visited by a tremendous punishment, either on the 
spot, or in twenty-four hours after his perjury ! If we ourselves have 
not seen such instances with our own eyes, 'tis because none liveth who 
dare incur such a dreadful penalty ; but we have heard of those who 
did, aad of their awful punishment afterwards. Sudden death, mad- 
ness, paralysis, self-destruction, or the murder of some one dear to them, 
are the marks by which perjury upon the Donagh is known and visited. 
Advance, now, ye who are innocent, but let the guilty withdraw ; for 
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we do not desire to witness the awful display which would attend A 
false oath upon thia. Pause, therefore, and be cautious ! for if this 
grievous sin be committed, a heavy punishment will fall upon the parish 
in which it occurs !" 

The words of the priest sounded to the guilty like the death-sentence 
of a judge. Before he had concluded, all, except Meehan and his 
brother, and a few who were really innocent, had slunk back out of the 
circle into the crowd. Denis, however, became pale as a corpse ; and 
from time to time wiped the large drops from his haggard brow : even 
Anthony's cheek, despite of his natural callousness, was less red ; his 
eyes became disturbed : but by their influence, he contrived to keep 
Denis in sufficient dread, to prevent him from mingling like the rest 
among the people. The few who remained along with them, advanced ; 
and, notwithstanding their innocence, when the Donagh was opened, 
and the figure of Christ and the Twelve Apostles displayed m the 
solemn drapery of its rude painting, they exhibited symptoms of fear. 
With trembling hands they touched the Donagh, and with trembling 
lips kissed the image painted on the crucifix, in attestation of their 
guiltlessness of the charge with which they had been accused. 

" Anthony and Denis Meehan, come forward," said the curate, " and 
declare your innocence of the crimes with which you are charged by the 
Cassidys and others." Anthony advanced ; but Denis stood rooted to the 
ground : on perceiving which, the former sternly returned a step or two, 
and catching him by the arm with an admonitory grip, which could not 
easily {jp misunderstood, compelled him to proceed with himself step by 
step to the table. Denis, however, could feel him tremble, and perceive, 
that although he strove to lash himself into the energy of despair, and the 
utter disbelief of all religious sanction, yet the trial before him called 
every slumbering sentiment and faculty of his mind into active power. 
This was a death-blow to his own resolution, or rather it confirmed him 
in his previous determination not to swear on the Donagh, except to 
acknowledge his guilt, which he could scarcely prevent himself from 
doing, such was the vacillating state of mind to which he felt himself 
reduced. 

When Anthony reached the table, his huge form seemed to dilate 
by his effort at maintaining the firmness necessary to support him 
in this awful struggle between conscience and superstition on .the one 
hand, and guilt, habit, and infidelity, on the other. He fixed his deep 
kindling eyes upon the Donagh, in a manner which betokened some- 
what of irresolution : his countenance fell — his colour came and went— 
but eventually settled in a flushed red— his powerful hands and arms 
trembled so much, that he folded them, to prevent the agitation from 
being noticed : the grimness of his face ceased to be stern, while it 
retained the blank expression of guilt ; large drops of perspiration 
burst rapidly from his temples, which now shook with the terrible 
play of their blood-vessels : his chest too, heaved up and down with the 
united pressure of guilt, and the tempest which shook him within. _ At 
length he saw Denis's eye upon him — and his passions took a new direc- 
tion ; he knit his brows at him with more than his usual fierceness — 
ground his teeth, and with a step and action of suppressed fury, he 
placed his foot at the table's edge, and bowing down under the eye 
of God and man, took the awful oath upon the mysterious Donagh in a 
falsehood ! When it was finished, a feeble groan broke from his brother s 
lips. Anthony bent his eye on him with a deadly glare — but Denis saw 
it not— the shock was beyond his courage, and he had become insensible. 



The Donagk — or the Horsestealers. 653 

A commotion immediately arose among the people, every mouth 
exclaiming, " He's dead ! gracious God— Denis Median's struck dead 
by the Donagh — he swore in a lie, and is now a corpse !" Anthony 
stood, and calmly surveyed him as he lay with his head resting upon the 
hands, of those who supported him. At this moment a silent breeze 
came over where they stood ; and as the Donagh lay upon the table, the 
black ribbons with which it was ornamented, fluttered with a melan- 
choly appearance that deepened the sensations of the people into some- 
thing peculiarly solemn and preternatural. Denis at length revived ; 
and stared wildly and vacantly about him. When composed sufficiently 
to distinguish and recognise individual objects, he looked upon the 
gloomy visage and threatening eye of bis brother, and shrunk back with 
a terror almost epileptical. " Oh !" he exclaimed, " save me ! save me 
from that man, and I'll discover all !" Anthony calmly folded one arm 
into his bosom, and his Up quivered with hatred the most baleful. 
" Houkthim I" shrieked out a voice, which proceeded from his daughter,. 
" hould my father, or he'll murdher him— oh ! oh ! merciful heaven !" 
And ere the words were uttered, she had made an attempt to clasp the 
arms of her parent, whose motions she understood ; but only in time to 
receive from the pistol, which he had concealed in his breast, the bullet 
aimed at her uncle ! She fell ! and the blood spouted out of her bosom 
upon her father's brows, who hastily put up his hand and wiped it away, 
for it had actually blinded him. 

The elder Meehan was a tall man, and as he stood, elevated at least 
a head above the crowd, his grim brows red with his daughter's blood— 
which, in attempting to wipe away, he had deeply streaked across his 
face— bis eyes shooting fiery gleams of his late resentment, mingled with 
the wildness of unexpected horror — as he thus stood, it would be impos- 
sible to contemplate a more revolting picture of that state to which the 
principles that had regulated his life, will ultimately lead even in this 

world- 

On perceiving what he had done, the deep working of his powerful 
frame was struck into stillness, and he turned his eyes on his bleeding 
daughter with a fearful perception of her situation. Now was the har- 
vest of few creed and crimes reaped iu blood ; and he felt that the stroke 
which had fallen upon him was one of those by which God will sometimes 
bare his arm and vindicate hie justice. The reflection, however, shook 
him not: the reality of his misery was too intense and pervading, and 
grappled to* strongly with his hardened and unbending spirit, to waste 
its power upon a nerve or a muscle. It was abstracted, and beyond 
the reach of bodily suffering. From the moment his daughter fell, 
he moved not : his lips were half open with the conviction produced 
by the blasting truth of her death, effected prematurely by his own 
band. Those parts of his face which had not been stained with her 
blood assumed aa ashy paleness, and rendered his countenance more 
terrific by the contrast. TaH, powerful, and motionless, he appeared to 
the crowd, glaring at the ill-fated girl, like a tiger stunned with the 
shock of the bullet which has touched a vital part. His iren-grey hair, 
as it fell m thick masses about his neck, was moved slightly by the 
blast, and a lock which fell orer his temple, was blown back with a mo- 
tion rendered more distinct by his statue-like attitude, immovable as 
death. 

A silent and awful gathering of the people about this impressive scene, 
intimated their knowledge of what they considered a judicial punishment 
annexed to perjury upon the Donagh. This relic lay on the taMe, and 
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the eyes of those who stood within view of it, turned from Anthony's 
countenance to it, and again to his hlood-stained visage, with all the 
overwhelming influence of superstitious fear. Shudderings, and trem- 
blings, and crossings, and deprecatory ejaculations, marked their con- 
duct and feelings ; for though the incident in itself was a fatal and un- 
common one, yet they considered it supernatural and miraculous. 

At length a loud and agonizing cry burst from the lips of Meehan — 
" Oh, God ! — God of heaven and earth ! — have I murdered my daugh- 
ter !" — and he cast down the fatal weapon with a force which buried it 
some inches into the wet clay. 

The crowd had closed about Anne ; but with the strength of a giant 
he flung them aside, caught the girl in his arms, and pressed her bleeding 
to his bosom. He gasped for breath — " Anne," said he — " Anne, I am 
without hope — an' there's none to forgive me except you — none at all: from 
God to the poorest of his creatures I am hated and cursed by all, except 
yourself— don't curse me, Anne — don't curse me ! — How cold the day's 
got of a sudden ! Hould up, a vourneen mackree ! I was a bad man — 
but to you, Anne, I was not as I was to every on,e ! Darlin', I'm far 
coulder now ! Tell me that you forgive me, acnshia oye maehree — ma- 
nim asthee hu* — darlin", say it. Oh, say the forgivin' word to your father 
before you die !" 

" Father," said she, " I deserve this — its only just — I had plotted with 
that devilish Russell to betray them all, except yourself, and to get the 
reward — and then we intended to go — and — live at a distance — where 
we might not be known — he's at our house — let him — be — secured. 
Forgive me, father, you said so often that there was no truth — in reli- 
gion—that I began to— think so — oh — God — have mercy upon me !" 
And with these words she expired. 

Meehan's countenance, on hearing this, was overspread with a ghastly 
smile of the most desolating agony — he staggered back, and the body of 
his daughter, which he strove to hold, would have fallen from his arms, 
had it not been caught by the bye-standers. His eye sought out his 
brother — but not in resentment. " Denis," said he — " Denis, bring me 
home — I am sick — very sick — oh, but its cold — every thing's reeling — 
cold — cold it is !" and as he uttered the last words, he shuddered, 
fell down in a fit of apoplexy, never to rise again ; and the bodies of his 
daughter and himself were both waked and buried together. 

The result is brief. The rest of the gang were secured ; Denis became 
approver, by whose evidence they suffered that punishment decreed by 
society to the crimes of which they had been guilty. The two events we 
have just related, of course, added to the supernatural fear and reverence 
previously entertained for this awful relic. It is still used as an ordeal of 
expurgation, in cases of stolen property ; and we are not wrong in 
asserting, that many of those misguided creatures, who too frequently 
hesitate not to swear falsely on the Word of God, would suffer death 
itself, sooner than commit a perjury on the Donagh.t 

• Young pulse of my heart ! — my lout's within thee ! 
t This relic, we believe, has hitherto escaped the antiquaries. It is in the pos- 
session of a certain family whose name we do not recollect, but who, we believe, live 
in, or near, Maguire's Bridge. Those who bring it for the purpose of recovering 
stolen property, as detailed in the foregoing narrative, uniformly leave » deposit of 
money— to what amount we also forget, but we think twenty or thirty guineas, as ■ 
guarantee for its besijg safely restored to the owners. Our own opinion is, that it is 
one of those boxes used for, holding the Gospels, such as Dimma's Bex, or the Mee- 
sh'ac, mentioned in the interesting Researches of Sir William Betham. F. S. A. The 
meaning of the Irish word " Donagh " is, " the Lord's-day," or •' a church J 



